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“TO THE CHARITABLY DISPOSED.” | 


(Suggested Form g* Letter of Advice.”’) 


‘‘ Iya young, or old, or middle-aged person 
presents himself or herself to anyone repre- 
senting that he or she is a relative of mine, 


. into 


THE UNIVERSAL HYMN. 


For Scnoot-Boarp HyMwna.s. 


him or her . 


and in —_ distress, oblige me by giving 
custody.” 


Adapted to Modern Educational Requirements, 


ArisE my soul—if soul I’ve got— 
_ And, vaguely vocal, thank 

For all the blessings of my lot 
The—Unknown Eternal Blank! 


1 thank the—Streak of Azure Haze 
That on my birth has smiled, 

And made me, in post-C hristian days, 
A happy School-Board child. 


I was not born, as myriads were, 
In ages dark and dim, 
And taught to pray a pious prayer, 
Or sing a holy hymn. 


I was not born a little slave 
To formula and creed, 

Or taught that Heaven must light the Grave, 
Or God-love banish greed. 


I was not born when priests might roam 
And teach the non band 

To sing about Our Heavenly Home, 
Or of that Happy Land! 


Mere dogma muddles up the mind, 
And leaves it in a mess. 

Religion surely was designed 
To make our freedom less, 


The Conscience-Clause? It may secure 
Some freedom to the slave. 

But where ’s the sense—unless we ’re sure 
That we a conscience hare ? 


We've lots of “Standards” which we treasure, 
There’s one superfluous, quite, 

A Standard human wit can’t measure 
In Board Schools)—that of Right ! 


Secular matters make our jo 
And facts are our sole f fod” 

Do we turn out good girls and boys ? 
Good heavens! What is ‘* Good” ? 

Through all the “pow - my life 
One goodness Pit pu 

With rare *‘ good things” 
1’ll try to get a few. 


‘this world is rife ; 





Ovr Krrewener will be everywhere a per- 
sona grata than he was even before this. In 
answer to correspondents we say No, this 
| Eapsenler KIrcHENER was not in the House- 


id Troops. 


| 





“ BLUSHING HONOURS.” 


Ir is rumoured that, encouraged by the 
example of Sir Epwarp Bune Jones, 
Baronet, the following ga entlemen, hitherto of | 
more or less retiring ha ts, have accepted the 
| titles enumerated after their names :— 


. WrrraM Morris—Lord Fanran, of 
| Trafalgar Square, 

Mr. Jonx Rusxryn—Honorary Consulting 
| Engineer of the Furness Railway and Chair- 
man of the Coniston Steam Gondola Com- 
pa Limited. 

r. AlcERNoN Swinsurnne—M.P. A 
Gladstonian in the House. 

Mr. Coventry Patmore—M.P. An Angel 
| in the House. 

Mr. Wittiam Tattack—Lord High Ad-| 
mi 

Mr. Avsrron Hersert—M.P. Aastent | 
Chairman of Committees, County Councillor | 
for London, Member of School Board, Inspector 
of Factories, Deputy Ranger of the New 
Forest, &c. 

Sir Wise Lawsoy—Toastmaster to the 
Lord Mayor. 

Mr. J. McN. Waistter—Associate of the | 
Royal Academy and Professor in the School | 
of art, South Kensington. 

Mr. T. 8. Coorer, R.A.—Animal Painter | 
to the Pumpside Dairy Company. 

Mr. Hopeson, R.A.—Teacher of Landscape | 
Painting, Ecole des Beaux Arts, Paris. 

Mr. Horsey, R.A.—Chairman of the Im- 
proved French Bathing-Dress Association. | 

Mr. Frank Dickser, R.A. — Managing 





| 


| Director, Madame Tussaup’s Waxworks., 


Mr. Monson —{Withheld, until we receive | 


| Counsel’s opinion re possible injunction of | 


High Court. } 

Mr. McDoveatt—Manager, Café Concert | 
du Moulin Rouge, Paris. 

Mr. Oscar Wiipr—Assistant Licenser of 
Plays and Honorary Extra-Beadle of Bur- | 
lington Arcadia. | 





A Prophet on the Peers. 


Ovr Parish Councils Bill the Peers unmake, | 
And in patrician triumph flaunt and frisk it, 
But when they think that they will ‘‘take the | 
cake,” 
They’re mumbling tyranny’s remainder 
biscuit. 
’Tis very stale and dry, and woefully weevily, 
And will anon upset their stomachs evilly ! 


Artistic Reveller. ‘‘ ARE YOU A REAL Con- 
SHTABLE, OR SH-PURIOUSH !” 


‘“‘ There is much litigation as to the ge nuine ness 


of certain pictures said to be by ConsTanie.”) 





VoL, CVI, 


Hu 


“OH, LET ME BE YOUR VALENTINE!” 


Aw Unamnrriovus Desrre. 


Pray tell me, Mr. Punch, what ails 
The man who'd make this queer request. 

Oh, say wherein the fellow fails 

Who'd seek to swop his swallow-tails 
For feeble finery at best. 

I marvel not that man should sing 
He'd like to be a butterfly ; 

The insect is a living thing, 
Howe ver soon its life goes by; 

But ne’er as yet has living sign 

Been present in the Valentine! 


The world is very hard, I know, 
And human fate is beastly rough, 
~ hearts that make a te ter show 
Will often prove intensely tough ; 
I know that in the scales Vite 
Our woe exceeds the weight of joy 
’Twas thus when first began the strife, 
And Earth was quite a little boy. 
But, still, that can’t excuse the line, 
on Oh, let me be your Valentine!” 


Ambition’s bent we all admire 
No doubt ’tis very right we should ; 
But who ’ll respect the mad desire 
To be a Valentine? Who could? 
I’d rather be a rat, a mouse, 
A cat, a cow, a cockatoo, 
A tenant of a monkey-house, 
A bounding, boxing kangaroo, 
A'lone and loveless pore uypine, 
Before I'd be a Valentine ! 


At all events, the things I’ve named 
Can move and eat and pay you calls ; 
And that is more than can be claimed 
For Valentines on fancy-stalls. 
Besides, the wish is so absurd 
For how could mortal ever be 
At once four Cupids pink, a bird, 
Some knots of ribbon (two or thre e), 
To mention nothing of the line, 
** Oh, let me be your Valentine!’ 


My heart ’s a tender one and true, 
0 lady that I love the most ! 
I’d rather have it crushed by you 
Than flattened by the parcel anh 
And even though all safe and sound 
I reached you—with no dent above— 
I question if I should be found 
An eligible thing to love. 
And that is why I cannot whine, 
Dear girl, to be your Valentine ! 





Tue New Jovrwawisw’s Morro. — Take 
care of the placards, and the pence will take 
care of themselves. 
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ALL THE DIFFERENCE. 


(At an Agricultural Show.) 
Member of Committee (to Trish Groom, who is competing for Jumping Prize on hot-tempered Animal, which has more than once narrowly 


escaped plunging over barrier into the Crowd), *‘ HERE! 1! 
SOMEBODY !” 
Trish Groom (ruffled), ‘*‘ Ger out, 18 1T! 


SoMEWAN TO KAPE HER INSOIDE!” 


GT OUT THERE! 


BaD SCRAN TO YE! IT’S ANYBODY CAN SAY, ‘GeT oUTSOIDE.’ 


TAKE THAT BRUTE OUTSIDE, OR YOU'LL BE KILLING 


But, BEGORRA, IT TAKES 








DEVELOPMENT: A DREAM OF POLITICAL DARWINISM. 


[There is a fine Orchid, believed to be the only one of its kind known, 
which has been named Anthurium Chamberlainium. [*,* See our specimen, 
re-christened ‘* Josephus Cubicularius.”’} 

“Sir Wrttram Harcourt (said Mr. Coawpertarn at Edgbaston) had 
recently sneered at him as a former Radical whose Radical days had passed 
away. He did not complain. He accepted the designation.” 

“* New forms (of Orchids) are produced by hybridising more rapidly than 
wild ones are detected. . . . Natural hybrids are not common. ... In 
cultivation, however, plants which naturally grow a thousand leagues apart 
can be brought under the same roof . . . so that all that is required is skill 
on the part of the fertiliser to effect on a much larger scale what Nature has 
been slowly doing for ages.””—Stiles on Orchids. } 


On! Anthurium Chamberlainium was a plant of sturdy growth, 
Unique in flower and foliage, in form and colour both. 

The proletariat’s pride and pet, so smart, and trim and tall, 

rhat it searce seemed an exotic or a parasite at all. 

E’en the Working Man, who loves his plant o’ musk or red geranium, 
Admired quite unsuspectingly Anthurium Chamberlainium. 

lhe Horny-handed hasn’t much belief in foreign flowers 

You ’ve to coddle up in hot-houses, and shield from Nature’s showers ; 
But this sturdy Bulb of Brummagem put forth a bonny blossom, 
More like a British garden-bloom than a swell Odontoglossum, 

Or Dendrobium suarissimum (Balfourian and Burmese) 

Or some languid Lelia elegans, all pround patrician ease. 

T'was nicknamed Cochlea simplex ; for your Orchid is a mime 

And imitates all sorts of things from simple to sublime, 

From a spider to a slipper ; and it seemed to cursory view 
That the sepals of this Orchid took some semblance of a screw, 

In their spiral or vermicular ap nee. But what odds? 
Anthurium Chamberlaininm pleased the gallery and the gods ; 

And the manly Midland Radical, that plain and sturdy soul, 

Would sport this special Orchid in his Sunday button-hole. 

But Nature is a rum ’uan—in the words of Mr. me 
And had they read their Darwin well, they might have felt some fears, 


| 
| These friends of the Serew-Orchid. For ’tis really quite surprising 
| What wonderful developments are wrought by hybridising. 
The change was slow and gradual, and what social butterfly 
Had played cross fertiliser, or what sinister and sly 
Night-flying moth malignant, or striped wasp with venom swollen, 
Had tainted stout Rad stigma with the touch of Tory pollen, 
Who knows? Alas! it came to pass; the simple, honest, plain 
Serew-Orchid got contaminate by quite another strain ; 
Proved, to its proletariat admirers’ wrath and dolour, 
Like some from New Granada, “‘ very variable in colour.” 
It donned municipal maroon and gold, of gorgeous hue, 
It’s honest buff gave gradual place to stripes of royal blue. 
Its ** native hue” was “ sicklied o’er”’ with lurid purple patches ; 
It drew mere modish butterflies in Primrose-tinted batches. 
They wheeled like wingéd houris round its parasitic glories, 
Polychromatic splendours fit for peacocks—who’re the Tories 
Of the finely-feathered kingdom, and were therefore loved by Dizzy— 
Since they ’re useless, noisy, arrogant, and never, never busy. 
Cried ol friends of our Screw-Orchid, “we have been besotted 
sillies. 
This Anthurium Chamberlainium is worse than Souty’s Lilies! 
It toils not, neither does it spin, it scorns the Gladdyolus 
Which once it used to worship, just as we do, holus-bolus. 
Alas for hybridising! The downward change immense is. 
The Protocryptoferoz Madagascariensis, 
Which intent upon destruction in the jungle lurks and cowers 
’Midst the gay Pulophiella with its lurid-purple flowers, 
Is not more strange and sinister. "Tis ‘ developing,’ yes, daily. 
Already party-coloured, it takes on the True-Blue gaily. 
It scorns the Shamrock-green it loved, Imperial purple doffing, 
And at the Quaker-tinted tribe it loved to dwell with scoffing. 
| Like all its class mimetic, it is growing proud and courtly ; 
The Screw into the Coronet you ’ll see develop shortly. 
Though not porphyrogenitus, the purple it will borrow, 
That faint foreshadowing of a crown may prove no dream—to- 
i morrow |” 
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“PIT, TWO-AND-SIXPENCE.” 
Theatr 

rue Frest Act 

in 4ppreciatire Pittie. It’s a treat to come to a pit like this, 
where they consider your comfort, and don’t make any charge for 
programmes, like they do at some theatres 

Hlis Friend Well, you see, 
they can afford to when it ’s half-a-crown instead of only two bob. 

The App. Pitt. What's an extra sixpence when you get arms to 
your seat, and a stand for your umbrella thrown in?’ let alone 
handing ecawfy and ices round between the acts, the same as stalls! 

His Friend. Well, 1’d rather have a glass o’ bitter, myself! 

The App. Pitt. So would I. Still, it shows they don’t draw any 
| distinctions. 


is ih # t Soci 


Berort 


who is ** just before he is generous 


Denursye THE Frest Act. 


in Indignant Old Lady (who is rather hard of hearing, to a 
female friend, whose expenses she is paying). I wish to goodness 
they'd speak up! Pack o’ curates, I call ’em, talking that muffled 

and indistinct! And sech rubbish as the dialogue is, too! 
| Her Friend not without reason, has found it extremely 
amusing, but feels an almost equal 
the cire umatances 

committing herself to either 
praise or blam Well, ] don't 
know that I should go quite so 
far as that, dear. 1 don’t think 


who, 


encacy under 


sa had, reelly 
The I. O. L. Then you ’re easier 
pleased than what / am, that’s 
ill. I call it downright nonsense, 
and | can’t hear a single word 4 
they ‘re saying I’m sure I wish 
|'d stopped at home instead o’ 
coming out for this, and my 
threat in the state it is, too! 
Five and fourpence—no, five and 
eightpence, counting our "bus 
fares back —clean thrown into the 
gutter! Talk about plays—they 
can't write 'em nowadays! Now 
when J was a girl, there were 
plays. The "a nehback and The 


they were well written, 


Stranger 
it you like 
A Bland Man (from behind). 
Pardon me, but might I ask you 
to reserve your theatrical remi- 
niscences for the entr’ ac te, when 
they will be more generally ap- 
prec iated ? 

The Indignant Old Lady snorts, 

but subsides. 


Fiest Act 
The Indignant Old Lady Seel- 
ing the applause a personal affront . Well I don't see what people 
in find to laugh at in it myself, that I don’t! But it’s a good 
thing they’re so easily amused, I daresay; still, I might have 
been sitting comfortable at home at this minute, having my rubber, 
nd enjoying myself in a rational way. I can’t ‘edp fedling that! 
Her Friend more guiltily conscwus of being amused than ever). 
Ah, we must hope the next acts will be better, dear. 
1 literary Clerk (talking for the benefit of his Fiancée, and 
hearing). The piece distinctly has merit; 


AFTER THE 


else within 
superficial, no doubt, but smart, decidedly smart, in its way ! 

His Fiancée (who is painfully struggling up to his level), I’m not 

y fond of these pepehien plays myself. 

rhe L. C. Are you quite sure you don’t mean “ psychological” ? 

His Fiancée (with spirit). 1 meant what I said, but I don’t like 
the others either, The only thing I do really enjoy is a piece like— 
well, like East Lynne ! 

The L. C. (witha sigh). You should endeavour to minimise your 
prejudices as much as possible. . 

First Elderly Lady (up from the North, to Second Elderly Lady). 
That’s mairvellously like Mr. ALExawnpER MacParetan in the 
stalls there. Do ye see him now, standing up with the bald head ? 

Second Elderly Lady. Eh, that'll no be Aim ; he’s a far finer look- 
ing man than ever ALEXAWNDER MacParrtan was in his best days! 

First E. L. Maybe you’re right. Indeed, I never hairrd he was 
to be up in London, But there ’s a faraway look of Mr. MacParrTan 
yonder, I’m thenking. , 

Second E. L. MacParrtan couldn’t look the tenth pairt of the 
gentleman that pairrson does: it’s not in the man! 


anyone 


-- 


“ Now don’t say that, Miss!” 


First BE. L. 1 wouldn’t say that myself; he’s just a power in 
Kirkeairngorrm ! } 

Second E. L. A decent body enough; J’m not finding fault with 
him. But ye wouldn’t find Aim in the front seats of a place like 
this. He’s far too fond of his money. 

First E. L. And so wealthy as he is, too! 

Second E. L. Comfortable, I’d say. But a close-fisted man 


with it all! Arrer THE Seconp Act. 


First Elderly Lady (from the North, standing up and surveying 
the stalls, then sitting down in great excitement). Eh, but was 
right after all! It’s just nobody else but Mr. MacPareran himself ; 
there ’s his wife and foe with him. It’ll be them beyond all 
furrther doot ! 

Second E. L. (after looking). Aye, it’s them, sure enough; 
dressed out beyond everything. In the stalls, too! I call that just 
awful extravagance in them. There, he’s changing places with his 
daughter now. 

First E. L. Imind him. There’s always a fuss wherever they | 
go! He’sa man that fair burrns to be remarked upon. 

Second E. L. He’s a grand talker. 

First E. L. Maistly froth—marytreecious, to my thenking. | 
A vary assuming man! > Second E. L. Mrs. MacParrtay | 

thinks herself something, too. 

First E. L. Aye; everyone | 
says the same of her. She’s 
just repulsive is that woman! 

Second E. L. \hairrd she was 
expecting her daughter JEANIE 
home soon from a fine expensive 
tinishing-school at Camberwell. | 

First E. L. There’s vary leetle 
in the poor gairrl to feemsh. A | 
want somewhere—oh, it’s well 
known to be in the family. But | 
her mother’s intellects are shairp 
enough, if she’s not quite the | 
leldy. 

Second E. L. A leddy! She's 
no comprehension of the mere | 
elements of it. And them in the 
orchestry stalls—it ’s naething but 
downright sickenin’ oastentation ! 


Arter THE Turrp Act, 


A Misanthropic Maiden (to 
’Arry, who has made her ac- | 
quaintance by apologising for | 
squeezing past her to procure re- 
Sreshment). No, l’ve no opinion 
of men; deceitful, everyone 0’ 
them. Look how Mr. Caterveil 
treats his poor wife in the play. 
There’s a specimen ! 

’Arry (wounded). Now don’t 
say that, Miss! I assure you | 
you’ve got ’old of a totally false 
impression. 

The M. M. 1 do say it. It’smyopinion. Menare a discontented 
class of people ! 

’Arry. No, no, that’s only a silly erronous impression o’ yours, 
yer know! 

The M. M. Certainly it’s not. I’ve my own ideas, I’d never 
trust myself with aman. They always make a lot of bother and 
paraphernalia wherever they are! 

‘Arry. Why, you're torkin’ jes’ like a old aunt o’ mine now. 
She is bitter, if yer like! 

The M. M. You don’t know. 
way. 

Arry. She may, but ’er way o’ bein’ noice is what others would | 
call bein’ partickler narsty. Now look at me. I'd be a deal better 
married nor what I am now, living in lodgings and (with a ring of 
pathos) compelled to seek my amusement in places o’ this sort! Do 
you think I'd stay away from my ’ome if I ’ad a noice ome to come 
ome to? Not me! t part o’ the country are you from ? 

The M. M. Devonshire—and I wish I'd stopped there, I’m sure! 

Arry (mendaciously), Why, we’re next-door neighbours! I come | 
from Somersetshire myself. And, I tell yer, I believe you and me 
would git on fust-clorss together, if we were on’y married. 

The M. M. That’s according. No, it’s no use your talking. 
single—and booked for single. 

Arry. Well, you don’t know what chornces you’re throwing 
away. 

The M. M. There’s too much chance in it to satisfy me. And | 
(with austerity) I’m not going to be drawn into any conrer- 
sation, 


She may be nice, in her own 


I'm | 
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Arrer THE Frxat Curtary. 

First Elderly Lady. Eh, 1’ve enjoyed it finely. It just does ye 
good to hear a bit o’ smairrt dialogue occasionally ; it freshens one 
up so for conversation in one’s own caircle ! 

The Indignant Old Lady. A puffec’ impersition, J call it. Ah, 
well, it’s not al/ wasted money. ff 1 *d ha’ bin at ‘ome and playing 
whist I should have had to talk, and that would ha’ bin bad for my 
throat. I must try and look at it that way! 

’Arry (to the Misanthropic Maiden). I ’ope you’ll illow me the 
pleasure of escorting you and your friend ’ome? 

The Misanthropic Maiden, So long as you don’t take it as any 
encouragement, I've no objection ! 

’Arry. All I want is to convince yer as there’s one young feller 
left that knows ’ow to beyave like a gentleman. 

[He is permitted to accompany them for that purpose, and 
there is some reason to hope that the maiden’s misanthropy 
may be erentually overcome. 








TO MAUD. 
(Accompanying a Valentine.) 

Herr’s a Valentine for you—lace, tinsel, and satin, 

With Cupids all over it up to such tricks ; 
There’s gauze in profusion, and, oh, it is pat in 

The language of love !—for it cost three-and-six. 
Quite frankly I wouldn’t be thought to defend it 

(Though I swear that I bought it as perfectly new) ; 
And the reason, in fact, why I happen to send it, 

Is to have an excuse for a letter—to you. 


Why, since we last met, 
it is ever so long, 
Mavup; 

It was years—that is 
two days ago—at the 
dance 


And I may be quiteright, 
or I ney be quite 
wrong, Maun, 

Yet I fancied I sawa 
kind gleam in your 


nal glance. 

fe The rest of the girls were 
— well, simpering 
sillies 

(The phrase is your 
own), and may stay 


on the shelf ; 

+ But Coane of the a. 
wit er posy © 
lilies. 

Was—would you believe 
it? It’s true—your 
sweet self! 

Bless my heart! What 
I’m writing is too 
altogether 

Romantic to be what 
is called ‘‘ quite the 
‘ thing.” 
Let us turn to a something quite safe—say, the weather: 
Don’t you think we’ll i kovine a premature Spring ” 
The Spring, when we list to the nightingale nightly, 
And sweetness distils in the dew and the rain; 
When a young man’s (the poet says) fancy turns lightly 
To thoughts of ——good Coovenn, I’m at it again! 
So I'll just send the Valentine. Say you will take it, 
It cost three-and-six, as I’ve told you before. 
There’s one small confession. Perhaps I’d best make it. 
I gave three-and-six—-J could not afford more. 
Yet if you are wishful for me, Mavp, to rank you 
As the kindest of crities, then write me to say 
That you feel I deserve a magnanimous “‘ Thank you!” 
For my tinselled remembrance of Valentine’s Day. 












‘*Labby v. Worsley.” 


“Lappy and Worstey.” Both we hold excused :— 
The question is,—we cannot put it terselier,— 
Was Lappy or was WoRSLEY worsely used ? 
Was Wonrstey better, or was Lansy worselier ? 





_ Question vor Impatrent ImwpeRtaLists.—Is it not more urgently 
a that our people should 
federated ? The Unemployed may, perhaps, help to an answer. 


be fed, than that they should be | from 


LAW IN UNCOMMON FORM. 


Retvctant as I am to force my own personality upon the public, I 
feet it my duty to comment upon an article upon ‘‘the lax state of legal 
education,” which has recently sppeeres in the influential columns 
of the Times newspaper. And I further consider it my mission to 
offer to the organ of the ' 
Bar ee that, so 
to speak, w over my 
brain in the hours of prac- 
tice. Punch for more than 
half a century has been the 
representative of Justice 
and her votaries, and 
amongst the latter I count 
the rd Chancellors and 
the judges, “silk” and 

| * stuff,” and in fact every 
jone having the right of 
audience in the Royal 
| Court, or any other Superior 
Court in the United King 
dom. The Times insists 
that our legal education can 
be improved, and amongst 


Bonnell ahould 


| provide, ‘‘ within reasonable limits, varied instruction to meet the 
| wants not only of lawyers but also of the not unimportant part of 
the public interested in the same matters.”” I support the proposal. 
Surely the time arrived when legal education should be popu- 

i Lectures should be made palatable not to students only, 
but to that “ not unimportant part of the publie” (to quote the 
Times) that loves a lecture accompanied by music, and attended by 
dissolving views. To show that it would be prrtectiy easy to 
deliver such an , I jot down a few ideas that have occurred to 
| mae while waiting for ex communications from my learned and 
esteemed fri Mr. Jouw Hortams, Messrs. Borroy ann Morr, 
and Sir Groner Lewis. I will imagine that I am standing in the 
Hall of Gray’s Inn, with a broad dise behind me, and in the music- 


| 








gallery a lantern, fitted with a gg I rt my speech :— 
My Lorps, Masrers or THe Bencu, Urrer Barristers, Srv- 
DENTS, AND GeyTLemEn,—As we have but a short time at our 


| disposal this afternoon (owing to the need of getting hall ready for 
| six o'clock dinner), I ——- making my remarks as few and as 
| brief as possible. You will be glad to see a place remembered by 
|many here present, and known by repute to us all. (ings bell. 
| Westminster Hall appears on disc. Applause. Organ effect.) 
We are reminded by the solemn music that it is near the Abbey, and 
those offices of Parliamen Agents which are the source of so much 
profit to those who practise “ upstairs.” Here is the Abbey. (Hell. 
| Change on disc, Applause.) And a well-known office in Parliament 
Street. (Bell. Change of scene on disc, Thunders of applause.) 
I thank you for your kind appreciation. (Applause.) 1 will now 
tell you how I read for the Bar. (Comie song, introducing the mys- 
teries of cramming. Immense applause.) ank you. Having thus 
shown you lyrically how things can be done, with the assistance of 
a coach, I will conclude my lecture, which I fear has been too long 
“No, No.) with a series of photographie reproductions of men 
and places connected with the profession to which most of those 
present have the honour to belong. (Bell.) “ Epwanp Tar Finst, 
the English Justinian.” (Bell.) “Sir Perer Epwty, presiding at 
the London County Sessions.” ( Bell.) 
on the Bench on a sultry afternoon.” (Cheers.) 
by moonlight.” (Solemn music.) ‘A caricature by Mr. Frank 
Locxwoop, Q.C., M.P.” (Laughter.) ‘* Mr. Justice Norrn hearing 
a case in Chambers.” (Renewed laughter.) “The last brief of the 
dying Junior.” (Svulemn music.) Kod last, but not least, “* Our 
Clients,” including portraits of the most eminent Solicitors on the 
Rolls. (Cheers.) And now, my Lords, Masters of the Bench, Utter 
Barristers, Students, and Gentlemen, I have noting more to do 
than to thank you for the very kind way in which you have received 
my poor efforts to combine amusement with instruction. I bid you 
one and all a respectful farewell. (Loud and prolonged cheering.) 

I could not only deliver an address, but arrange for the introduction 
| of more or less comic interludes, suchas ‘* The Learned Pig,” ‘* Captain 
|Coke and his Ventriloquial Entertainment,” ‘‘The Boundin 
| Brothers of Bohemia in their refined Robing-Room Séance,” anc 
| * Dazy Blackstone, the fascinating Inns of Court Serio-Comique.” 


| Of course these features would be intended not so much for lawyers 


aa 








* Lord CoLertper, thinking | 
* The Old Bailey | 








as ** for the not unimportant part of the public interested in such | 


matters.” I shall be glad to give full iculars as to fees, &ec., at 
| my chambers, with the assistance of Mr. Portinetoy, my senior 


clerk, any day during term time from nine to six and during vacation | 
Si ; 


ten to four. A. Burercess, Jun. 


(Sign 
Pump- Handle Court, Feb, 10, 1894. 
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| The arrogant Ape would declare. “ Your 
r lot 
Are fit but to hang in a chawbacon’s cot 
Or shriek with Poll Parrots in caucus.” 











“And you (Cocky” answered), you proud, | 
stuck-up Monkey! 
There's none but a venal invertebrate flunkey | 
Would cotton and cringe and kotoo to 
you. 
I don’t care a snap for your vulgar abuse! | 
You’ve the soul of vulture, the brain of a | 


goose » | 
And faith! I’m the bird to say ‘ Boo!’ to 
| you.” 


This hardly looked well as a promise of 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


peace ; 
Bat hoping that wrath with acquaintance | 
would cease, 
The two were left upstairs together. 
What happened one shrinks from inquiring 
too closely. | 
When someone peeped in Jacko flourished 


Jocosely 
What looked like a Cockatoo’s feather! 


Feathers? The sky-woman plucking her 
goose 
Could searce seatter snow-plumes with hand 
more profuse, 
Than Jacko the jocund had scattered 
The pretty pink plumes of that poor | 
Pockatos . 
And as for the bird, it was waddling askew, 
a awfully humpy and grumpy and 
blue, 
Weird, wobegone, beaten and battered. 
The Jackdaw of Rheims, even after the 


curse 
Made it look like plucked poultry, could not 
have looked worse 
| Than Cocky did after its mauling. 
One tuft in its crest, and one plume in its 


lu, 
Each wing like a shattered mast minus its 


sall, 
From under the table-cloth crawling, 
Poor Cocky croaked forth with a pathos 
sublime :— 
Oh Lor! I’ve been having a poosg of a 
time!!! 








After the Upper House is Over. 
(Verse of a New Version, with a difference.) 


Arter the Upper House is over, 
After the U pper House is done, 
Conservatives feel quite in clover, 
And CHAMBERLAIN laughs at the fun. 
if | But the Rad and the true Grapsrone-lover 
== | Cries “* nothing that’s good can be done, 
: it I} Till—after the Upper House is over 


. After the Upper House is done!” 
NOT TO BE BEATEN. : 


‘“‘A—THE WORST OF YOU AMERICANS Is THAT YOU HAVE NO ‘Lgisurg C.iass,’” | AN EXPENSIVE AuUskMENtT.—" Mr. Henny 

“Yes we wave. Wh CALL Temm ‘ Taamre’/” LasoucHere,” says Sir Grornce Lewis of 

| LEWIs AND py’ writes to the >, pee 

: spent £30,000 in defending himself, 

“ PLUCK’D !” The Monkey !—that Monkey was truly a toff, | not received one farthing.” Ahem! Mr. 

Blue-blooded and big-tailed, and given to| Lanovcnenr’s practice has been to “ Draw 
ff (cheques) and defend himself!” 



































On, Tae Cornonetren Monkey AND THE 800 
Unrortunatge Cockatoo, at birds as inferior creatures. : 
An Old Story Newly Applied. ¢t had no respect for the Cockatoo’s crest, _ 
I A : mn “* hae pd oe For i always carried a crown, when full- Rhyme by « Reactionary. 
meRE was an “ Old Party” who cherished drest : “ Pur the police under the L.C.C.!” 
a pet, s. : . at «UU, | 
A Pink Cockatoo a And its form, and its fur, and its fea- Ridiculous rot! Preposterous fiddle-de-dee ! 


= . | ~~ . 
Now pets—to old parties—are precious; and Jj proved it— despite of some Simian Tee LOC. at under em ot ea , 


- The L.C.C, put under the police 
They d, lead to rumpuses, ructions, regret, The and pink of quate me's", 
At times, when two kinds come together. “ Quality.” Expertentia Doce?t.— What exact hour of 
Their tempers, like those of a man and his _ | the day does a lover name to his betrothed as | 
spouse, So Jacko regarded ‘* poor Cocky” as low, he is about to part from her—they being 
May prove incompatible; then there are And took no small pleasure in telling it so. | alone and unobserved? Simple but evident 
rows. “You're rustic, and rowdy, and raucous,” | answer,—‘ Just One!” 
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“ PLUCK’D!” 


Parisn Councits Cockatoo (sadly). “‘I’VE HAD A DOOSE OF A TIME OF IT!!!” 
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SHERIDAN BU-CANONISED! 


Wuat fatal dementia seized upon Bos Bucuanan that he should 
have written a play on Dick Sheridan? Had he been as familiar 
with his subject as he has been with the christian name of his un- 
fortunate hero he might possibly have taken more time and more 
thought, if either would have assisted him, hefore giving (for a con- 
sideration) this ‘‘ new and original comedy” to a mighty censorious 
world. However, ’tis done, oul ane ’s an end on’t, or soon will be, 
but in the meantime let me congratulate the principal actors in this 
series of scenes from the life of Dick Sheridan, arranged by Bon 
BUCHANAN, not on the parts they play, but the way in which they 
play them. 

Physical resemblance between Ricnarp Brinstey SHERIDAN, as 
known to us by his portraits, and Mr. H. B. Irvine there is none; 
but, physically and mentally, he is as like Dick Sheridan as Mr. 
Bos Docmanas has allowed him to be. What an unconscionable 
dull dog, though a bit of a ‘‘ rantin’ roarin’ boy,’’ too, on occasion, 
is this Bu-canonised Dick Sheridan! Like the saturnine CHaRLes 
THE Seconp of merry memory, this Dick Sheridan often says a 
foolish thing (and a very prosaic one too) and never does a wise one. 
However, young Mr. Ir- 
VING, considering that 
after all he is little more 
than a beginner, plays 
this pert such as it is, 
and thank Bucwanan for 
it) so well that we may 
to his suc- 

appearance as 
Joseph Surface and then 
as Hamlet. Il ira loin, 

The eccentric of 
Dr. Jonathan O' Leary, 
a kind of Dr. O’ Took 
the Irish tutor, with a 
dash of that very old- 
fashioned ogue Dr. 
Pangloss, is made the 
most of by Mr. Brannon 
Tomas, who indeed adds 
to the natural gifts of the 
individual by throwing 
in here and there just so 
much flavour of Scotch 
accent as suggests the 
observant and retentive 
traveller. With spright- 
ly Miss Patrre Browne 
as Mrs, Lappet the lady’s 
maid (a name fashioned 
on the good old farce 
principle of styling a 
tailor Mr. Button, a Eeteher Mr. Chops, and so forth, a plan adapted 
to the meanest capacity of theatre-going intelligence), Br. O Leary | 
Thomas is responsible for the conventional low comic relief, a kind | 
of forlorn hope in such cases, essential to most pieces, more especi- | 
ally to Adelphi Dramas, to which class of entertainment this Ply, 
with its turgid sentiment, its scowling villain, its aforesaid low | 
comedy “‘ relief” of servant and maid, its stern parent, its secret | 
marriage, its heroine in distress, and its duel in the room by candle- | 
light, evidently aspired to belong. 

Had Bos taken more thought over Dick, he might perhaps, with 
the aid of a collaborator such as was the late Mr. Henny Perrr'7, | 
and by eliminating Sheridan, and introducing a railway accident | 
or a battle-seene, have realised by it a considerable fortune at the 
Adelphi; and then he could have retired and amused himself, if 
nobody else, by writing comedies for nowhere in particular on the 
model of this Dick Sheridan, 

Mr, Crrm Mavpe is always marvellous in his making up, and 
this latest travestie of his as Lord Dazzleton (another farce-name ! 
So good!) is quite equal to anything he has previously done. The 
is as admirably played as the picture is painted by this artist 
rom the sketch given him by Bos, the author, | 

With excellent effect does Mr. Lewis Water represent the 


| Adelphi-Drama-villain, Captain Matthews, who is not at all the 


Captain MatrHews of SHeRmpay’s true story; but as “R. B.” 
(not *‘ Ricuarp Brrxsiey” without the Sarripay, but “ Ropext | 
BucHanan”) explains in a foot-note to the bill, ‘ this Comedy has 
no pretensions to historical accuracy in matters of detail,” we must 
be satisfied with the goods the provide, and no more question 
details of this historical unhistorical pastoral-comico-tragical comedy, | 
than we would inquire too curiously into the excellence of the raw 
property materials for Dr. O’ Leary’s Irish stew. 
r. Sypvey Broven has a character closely resembling that 


horsey ” one of the Tom-and-Jerry period in Sowing the Wind, then 





Following his Father’s Footsteps. 


played by Mr. Epwunp Maurice, who, now, as representing the 
‘stern pairent who has but one daughter an unkimmon fine young 
gal,” is much “exercised” in spirit, and has to observe, in the course 
of other sapient remarks, that ‘* he has some difficulty in making up 
his mind,” which, by the way, can be nothing to the difficulty he 
must have experienced in making up his face, for ‘‘a more complete 
change of front”’ (as the old lady said who didn’t wear her own hair, 
and to alter from brown to grey) it is rare to see, even in these 
“—6 ultra-perfection in the art of ** making up.” 





en there is Mr. Jounn Byron, who very carefully plays Abedne- | 


go, in a tediously witless scene (quite representative of “ KR. 
without the “‘Suertpan”’), and Mr. Witt Dennis, who does his 
utmost to realise, to himself at least, even if others remain uncon- 
vinced, that he is a living representative of Davin Garrick, and, 
for the matter of that, so he is, for does he not represent David 
Garrick “ as he is wrote” by Mr. Ronert Bucnanan, whose work, 
by his own admission, ‘‘ has no pretensions to historical accuracy in 
matters of detail” ’ 

It is by Miss Wixirrep Emery, as Miss Elizabeth Linley, or 
rather as herself playing the heroine, whether the name be Linley 
or any other, that the piece has to stand, even if it stand totteringly. 
She is strong enough to 
support the poor thing ; 
and she may impart to it 
some of her own vitality. 
But what is there for her 
to do? Where is there 
scope for the actress to 
act? There is much 
vapouring, and much 


SHERIDAN tradition 
in order to enlist the 


for 
namby-pamby heroine? 
It seems to me a thank- 


auctoritas of the actress 
interesting. 


telling situation depend- 
ent on the heroine Aone? 

By the way, one word 
with Mr. Wavrer Hayy, 
whose scenery is admira- 
ble, and with Mr. Hasr- 
1nos the Stage Manager. 
Are Sheridan's lodgings 
next door to Mr. Linley’ s 
house? Why do I ask ? 
Because when the cur- 
tains of the window in Miss Linley’s boudoir (Act III.) are not quite 
closed, the same view is distinctly visible as is seen from the window 
(Act IL.) of Sheridan's lodgings in London. 
will go for a change to Hastings. 


appealing. as it were, to | 
the 


B.” | 


sympathies of the public | 
r, BUCHANAN’S | 


less part, which only the | 
can make occasionally | 


Is there in | 
it one really strong and | 


Mr. Watrer Hany 


Mr. Ropert Bucwanan did exceptionally well with Tom Jones and | 


Joseph (why didn’t he call him * Joz” %) Andrews at the Vaudeville. 
But that was “once upon a time,” and, however well he succeeded 
with Zom and Joe, Bos has shown that, to use the slang of a year or 


so ago, now happily almost out of date, he is not ‘ up to Dick.” 
Tue B rw Box. 


TO CINDERELLALINE! 


In Mr. Oscar Barrett's charming Pantomime at the Lyceum, Feb, 14, 
From Tom Touchstone, 


O Ectauuse§ O Extariys! 

’Tis sweet tu see thee on the scene ! 
Delightful is this rhyme of mine— 
Unless your name be ELLA-Live, 


For two proud sisters ELLALine must drudge, 
And often to the tavern doth she trudge 

To fetch the supper beer! Yet when she’s out 
Tis Eviaceay, yet ELLA getting stout ! 


Oscar, your pantomime is clever, 

“A thing of Beauty and a Joy for ever!” 
You cannot do amiss with this, ’tis true, 
Seeing how much a Miss has done for you ! 
To be her servant, at the ball, incog, 
Laver the cat is such a lucky ~ pe! 
Miss CrxpereLiative! Ah! ith this line 
Would I could catch thee for my Valentine. 
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_— — 
A THEOLOCICAL DISPUTE. 
Tae Piano was accompanying 

the Fiddle. They were getting 
on together in perfect harmony, 
and, while being played upon, they 
were holding a theological discus- 
sion. They waxed warm. They 
indulged in rather forcible lan- 
guage, and got so far as to bring 
in Latin by way of exhibiting 
their theological knowledge. 

** Ah, my dear,” exclaimed the 
Fiddle. ** What you want is the 
Latin representative of myself in 
the fifth declension, Fides, Fidei, 
Faith!” 

** Fiddle-de-dee!” replied the 
Piano, ** What you want is what 
you ll never have, and what J 
have always got.” 

‘‘And that is?” 
Fiddle. 





inquired the 
** Works, my dear, works!” 
But the discussion was brought 
| to an end by a bang from the 
| pianist and a violent scrape from 
the violinist, and then both instru- 
| ments were silent. 


Avovt an Oprmuist. —“ All| 
| musical people,” says the 7imes, 
and rightly, ** will regret to hear 
that, under the peremptory order 
of his medical adviser, M:. W. T. 
Best has resigned his position as 
| organist of St.G ’s Hall, Liver- 
pool.” We are indeed sorry; but 
when the Best isdone,—well,—the 
Best can do no more. Let us, as 
| optimists, hope that this case will be 
an exception tothe proverbial rule. 
But it will be difficult for anyone 
to ** go one better” than Best. 
Wat THe Pustic are on THE 81 
Retierous Crrcevtar Conrro- 
versy.—School- Bored. 


. GEORGE AT HOME!” 
Dutiful Nephew. *‘ Dear ME! 


ONDON CHARIVARI. 


On a Certain Centenary. 
(Some Way after Burns.) 

[The Morning Advertiser on Feb. 8, 
1894, reached its hundredth anni- 
versary.} 

Gamma, great pride of Brother 
SUNG, 
In his defence ne’er wanting ! 
Which to the Witler’s will gives 


tongue, 
All opposition daunting ! 
Punch gladly wishes you ‘* Good 
peed 


8 ; 
Daily may you grow wiser. _ 
A century hence may men still 


As now, the good old ‘**’ Tizer’” 


Tue Un-(HALF)-CROWNED 
Krxe.—The gentlemen who are 
discussing, with much heat, the 
question of ** The Gospel of the 
| ad | + Daily Pa 5a 
seem fond of sayi t ** King 
Demos is ave” Alas, r 
** King Demos” will himself tell 
you t often he is not even 
half-crowned! And, to adapt 
SHAKSPEARE to the modern sort 








WHAT THERE IS IN A 


Dutiful Nephew. “‘ Hvii0o, Terence, HOW ARE you! 
Trish Butler. ‘‘No, Mr. CHAR ies.” 
Is HIS BETTER HALF AT HOME?” 
Trish Butler. *‘No, Mr. CHARLES, 


| of **King,” ‘‘ Uneasy lies the 
| head that wants half-a-crown!” 
Demas, not Demos, it is to be 
feared, is at present our real 
reigning king. 


‘* Retieron In Board ScHooLs.” 

There are of course many 
‘*Forms” in every school. One 
Form, #.e., the form of Christian 
Faith, seems to be “‘going by the 
Board” just now, and will soon 
be lost sight of altogether. 


NAME! 


Is Uncie ; 
UNANSWERABLE.—Hasa “Sofa 
warrior any connection with “* an 


Tue Dragon 1s aiso ovt.” | arm-chair politician ” ? 








BRAYVO' SIR HENRY! 


Mr. Jusrice Hawkxrys had quite a grand day of it last Tuesday 
while hearing the case of Colquhoun v. Wigzell, which was tri 
before his lordship and a special jury. It ought, indeed, to be a 
special jury whenever Sir Henry sits, for they are specially favoured, 
and they will try some of the very best cases, the contents of which 
are as sparkling as if the cases were of the very best cham e. 

Replied a witness to a question 
it was a picture-dealing case) would object to disclose his princi- 
pal.” “So,” said Sir Henry at once, ‘‘ would a thief.” Whereat 
“laughter.” Not“ suppressed,”’ you may besure ; not even “ suppressed 
with difficulty.” Subsequently, Mr. McCatt, Q.C., who should be 
“Mr. Wuat-you-may-Cart, Q.C.” (with apologies to Sir Henry), 
said that a Mr. Bucx, when questioned as to his selling price, 
** blushed like a school-girl.” Quoth Mr. Justice Hawks: * I con- 
fess I did not see much sign of blushing or of the school-girl about 
Mr. Bock” (laughter), But what a chance was here lost by his 
lordship! Not much blushing about Mr. Buck, truly, but had it been 
“Ror” or “ Dor,” or any other “little deer” ? Eh? Why, the 
Court would have ‘been in convulsions! 
e Then, said Mr. Justice Hawxrys slily, before adjournment :— 

I gather your argumaents”’—(Pretty picture this! Judge “‘ gather- 
ing arguments,” like ‘‘ Gathering rosebuds while ye may! ”’)—“ are 
these: You, Mr. Lewrs Tuomas, contend that Groome was a ‘factor,’ 
and you, Mr. McCaxt, that he was a ‘ malefactor.’” ( Laughter.) 

jravo! Whereupon Mr. McCatt answered, “Just so.” ‘The 
Court then adjourned.” What else could the Court do? Adjourned ! 
Carried out in fits of laughter! Judge off to his room chuckling! 
Why cannot all summaries be done as neatly and wittily as this ? 
Let Sir H ENRY occupy his rare leisure by going over the old reports and 
‘ essencing "’ them, until he gets the lengthiest summing up reduced 
to this admirable model of *‘ Factor” and *‘ Malefactor. But of 
course there is an ‘‘ important > 7 A this example that does not 
oceur in every case, or in one out of a hundred. B isi i 
over which Str Hewry will easily triumph. ne 


et by Sir Henry, * An agent | spaces 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Tx Baron welcomes a daintily got-up book of Hood's Humorous 
Poems, edited by Canon Arxorr and published by Macuitian & 
Co. Excellent old friends! delighted to see you again ! always read- 
able, but now more able than ever by reason of the clear type 
and “open spaces.” For prose and verse, to thrive, require o 
just as much as do authors and readers. The illustrations 
are not quite up to the humour of the poems, yet if ever there were 
a chance for a Cainepets illustrator it is at his service in these very 
comic verses, Canon AINGER has made himself responsible for the 
editing of this new edition, and has written a pleasant biographical 
preface in which his Canonical Reverence appears as the apologist of 
the pun. Good wine needs no bush, aaa a good pun needs no 
apology. A written pun is one thing : a spoken pun is quite another. 

e first appeals to the eye; the second to the ear; and the second 
depends for its immediate success on the accidents preceding and ac- 
companing its utterance. Most of the best spoken puns will not bear 
repetition. Not only is it ‘ what he said” but “* the way he said it,” 
and the time and place of his saying it. The Canon’s appreciation of 
Tom Hoop is both just and generous ; but his Reverence’s reverence 
for his author’s work has caused him to leave undeleted one 
stanza which will offend many not otherwise inclined to take um- 
brage at anything “‘ in the canon’s mouth.” ‘I am for this,” 
quoth the Soot) **and, but that I would rather not indicate the 
blot which may escape the notice of the heedless majority, I \ 
give him the page and the verse which, I fancy, the Canon himself 
would, on second thoughts, like to omit.” The Baron will say no 
more, except to hint that the verse to which very many will take 
objection, and which the Canon should most certainly have omitted, 
is to be found within the first forty pages. 

Baron DE Boox-Worms, 








| 


Discovery or Ort 1x SomERnset.—If a commercial success, this will 
| be an example of “ the oil to make men of a cheerful countenance.” 
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A POSSIBLE PICTURE. 


Mr. Punch (to Home Secretary), “‘ Now, Str, Prevent; vow’r wart to Cune 
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TOBY, M.P., IN THE TROPICS. 


R.M.S.** Pembroke Castle.” Off Madeira, Wednesday. I take 
up my pen to write these few lines hoping they find my dear Master 
warm as they leave me at present. To-night being Wednesday he 
will, I wot, be sitting sane the Mahogany Tree with his young men 
listilling wit and wisdom for coming generations and (incidentally) 
eating a frugal meal. I wish that I might take my accustomed seat 


growing, do not increase in bulk or height. 


at his feet on the heap of volumes that, ever | 


I should indeed be glad to sit at any table | 


which would behave itself in ordinary, not to 
say tabular fashion. Our dining-table has 
had the fiddles on day by day from agitated 
breakfast to illusory dinner. Neptune pipes 
and we dance—at least, our knives and forks 
and plates and glasses do. A voyage to the 
Cape is not all beer and skittles. The early 
part of it is the Bay of Biscay. Can't say 
we've had a gale, but there seems to have 
been one blowing lustily for six or seven 
weeks. We come in for what is called * the 
swell,” a more than usually undesirable 
person to meet. The Member for Sark says 
that, regarded as Master of the Rolls, Esuer 
not in it with the Bay of Biscay. 
One gets used to the motion but it is fatal 
to conversation. You walk up and down 
leck with chosen companion; are in middle of interesting remark 
when you discover you are alone. Friend and companion dear shot 
iff with catapultic foree either to port or starboard as ship may roll. 

** Ever been to the Cape before,” I asked Sirk just now as we 
taggered up and down. 

** Never” he said, “* but——” (here he shot off, brought up sharp 
by bulwarks on larboard side; being nearer centre of deck I held on 
till roll to starboard brought Sark back again)—* my brother has.” 

This lasts only for day or two. Weeping may endure for the 
night, but joy cometh with morning. Already we are within a 
day’s steam of Madeira, and the scene has changed. I believe it is 
the astute Highlander Dox Ccvrate who arranges it all with a view 
to permanent effect. If on leaving Southampton passengers found 
themselves forthwith in summer seas they would not sufficiently 
appreciate the rest and joyousness of the surroundings. The stormy 
gateway of the Bay of Biscay is an incomparable approach for the, 
thereafter, rarely ruffled beauty of the voyage over the sunlit waters 
of the South Atlantic. 


full, so to peak, Bat already summer has bloomed again. The days 


We are not far off Madeira now; a wineglass | 


have lengthened, the sun shines from a cloudless sky, and at night the | 


waves, gently undulous, flash in the moonlight that makes it almost 
as bright as noon. 

The Pembroke Castle is not one of the crack ships of the Castle 
Line. As compared with the Norham Castle or the Dunnottar she 
is slow; but she is broad-beamed, comfortable, and, in weather like 
this, the slower we steam, the less soon will it be over. The old ship 
has a history which makes up for the absence of electric lights, ont 
the lack of a larger smoke-room. Ten years ago, on the 18th Sep- 
tember, 1883, twenty-nine royal personages—not counting Don 
Currie, who rounds off the number—lunched in the dining saloon. 
It was on the famous trip when Dow Currie captured Mr. GLADSTONE, 

re him away from labours that threatened to break him down, an 

irried him round the west coast of Seotland to Norway. At Copen- 
hagen the luncheon-party gathered. Mr. G. presided at the centre 
table. Trwnysen took the port-side table (Box Currie knew his 
ikness for 1834 and °47), the host taking the starboard table. 
he guests included the Emperor and Empress of Russia, the Czare- 
vic; the King and Queen of Denmark and their family; the 
King and Queen of Greece, and various ro grease-spots ; the 
Princess of Waxes with their children; and the brothers of the 
King of Denmark. Ambassadors, Admirals, Generals, and such 
small fry brought this historic luncheon party up to forty-five. 
Sark says though the rose is departed, perfume still lingers round 
the place 

I thought it was stewed mutton ; but Sarx, when he is not aggres- 
sively practical, is sueculently sentimental. I heard him just now 
woftly singing to himself 

“ You may break, you may shatter 
The vase as you will, 
The scent of the cauliflower 
Clings to it still.” 


“ 


[ notice he never passes through the saloon without removing his 
ap and gazing reverentially round the chairs. 


‘*T am not the rose,” he said, one afternoon, whilst we were still past behind it. 
“but,” he added, when he came back after | American journals) attends to 


the usual brief excursion, “‘ I shall always remember I have lived | ditors. 


in the Bay of Biscay ; 


near it.” 


BORES ! BORES! 


I GENERALLY tire of things I hear a deal too much about 
The things that won't content themselves with living for a day ; 

The sentimental Coster-man who maunders his old Duteh about, 
Or glorifies his Nipper—you’ll confess he isn’t gay. 

With his kickseys and his buttons and his 


everlasting moke, 
And his East-End-lingo answer to “ John 
Anderson my Jo.” ° 
I seem to feel that Coster-men have got beyond 


a joke; 
I’m tired of them, I’ve done with them— 
the Coster-man may go. 


Of course it’s very splendid in the halls that 
court variety 
To wring from breasts Belgravian the unac- 
customed sob, 
And force them to admit that the pursuits of 
good Society 
Are worthless when contrasted with the 
feelings of the mob. 
Ye do it, O ye Coster-men, in many different ‘* turns,” 
With voices sometimes excellent, and some that are so-so ; 
But that rank is but the guinea-stamp we’ve learnt from Ropsre 
Burns ; 
Your teaching seems superfluous—the Coster-man must go, 


Full often (pray forgive the slang) I’ve listened to a bally hen 
That lays an egg and tells the news as loudly as she can; 
I thought of this when reading how a poet called Le GALLIENNE 
Had found the true Religion of a Literary Man. 
But for all his pretty sentences I do not care a cuss 
They ’re froth stirred up with platitude and merely meant for show ; 
The literary men who with religion make a fuss 
Deal far too much in fustian ; they ’re bores and they may go. 


4 


We've all got some religion—that is, at least, | hope we have— 
And some of us are far from the religion of the Schools ; 

But why declare it all aloud, or use the little rope we have 
To hang ourselves as warnings to unliterary fools. 

You’re a clever lad, Le GALLIENNE; you’ve written moe. rhymes; | 
To the ereeds of crass Philistia be, if you will, the foe; _ 

But let me here intreat you, Sir, don’t, don’t, a thousand times, 
Don’t prate about your sentiments, but rather let them go. 


Would we could say a long farewell to literary shindy-men, 
Bucnanan and his grievances—I would that they were dead. 
And all the silly tribe of merely advertising windy-men, 
The Spooks and their mendacities, and cranky Mr. Sreap. 
Of cranks and their creations we have had a quantum suff. ; 
To see their names in print is just unutterable woe. 
Begone, we cry, ye dullards; we’ve heard about enough 
Of you and your inanities, ’tis time for you to go. 








OUR BARTERERS. 


Uneximpiep Bareatn !—Typewriter, one of the good old sort, no 
rubbishy modern improvements, weighs half a ton, no further use to 
owner or anybody else ; offers invit After having the machine for 

twenty years, owner passed it over to his | 
ws thing, hey it —— 

appreciated. i ent a little imperfect, | 

in co! an a all the children having | 

sat on the keyboard at the same time. | 

Lovers of country sounds would thoroughly | 

enjoy using it, as the noise it makes closely | 
resembles that of a threshing machine in 
full blast. Would accept in exchange a 
genuine Madonna by Rarwaet, or a few 
acres of freehold land in the City; or, 

failing these, the owner will be glad to part 

with the machine to anybody who will | 

take it off the premises, and leave behind | 

- s few quill pens and a penny bottle | 

of ink. 

Tae Cuance or A Live-trwe.—Share in | 

™ Pa nate ie sees, and an Ss 

uite eager, to part with the above. Paperisa penny comic sheet. | 

Ought to have a good future before it, as it has an exceptionally bad | 
Editor of experience (in cutting comic bits out of 
ehumour. Office-boy attends to cre- 
originally cost £20, Owner would with it for the 
fare to Boulogne, as he is compelled to go abroad (for health) at once. 
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FROM DAWN TILL SUNSET !! 


SEIS LIFE, AND HE MOST TRULY LIVES WHO USES. BEST. 


The Blacksmith’s Arm and 
The Statesman’s Brain. 


The most truly Living Body is the most active in Decay; the more bodily apd tal vigour 
are displayed, the more quickly do the various tissues melt down into substances which are without 








his Brain, the heavier bulk at carbon, nitrogen, oxygen, and hydrogen is thrown out by the lungs, 
liver, skin, and kidneys. Do they then wear them out by this constant friction and drain? No, no— 
: THE WANT of ‘ the more the bricks are removed from the old wall, the more new bricks will a good builder put in ; and 
» NU T RI M E} NT es so, provided that the supply is sufficient—that the builder é @ good oné—the more rapid the drain the 


FROM 
DAWY to g : delay removed by the excreting organs. The more the Blacksmith works his Arms and the Statcaman 





18 THE Ouse newer, and stronger, and better the body will become. 


OF DISEASE. f 1 ? The Renewal of Life—The Want of Nutriment is the cause of Disease. 
aS MILK THE ONLY PERFECT HUMAN BUILDER 


As Milk is the only perfeet food, the above facts proye the importance of Milk when 9 hot. 
when you bave drawn an overdraft on the bank of life, Hot is the only Trae Food for the 
prevention of disease, INFLUENZA, SLEEPLESSNESS, &e., &e. ; (premature death) in any form of 
Physical or Mental Strain use Hot Milk and Eno’s ** Fruit Salt’ as cecasion may require to cause a natural dow of Healthy Bile (a New Life). By the 
means of Eno’s ‘‘ Fruit Salt ” the Hot Milk will agree, which otherwise might produce biliousness, &c. 
ENO’S “FRUIT mpg By yt ig ye regulating the action of the liver that has yet been discovered. prevents diarrhwa.— It removes effete, 
gouty, rheumatic matter, or any form of poison from th o one held eles go fora Gangs of air without a supply of this invaluable 
ANGKOK, SIAM. IMPORTANT TO Alb FEA VELLERS, “We have for the last four years used ENO’S ‘ PRUIT SALT’ during several important 
_ survey expeditions in the Malay Peninsula, Siam, and wane te ve undoubted! derived great benefit from it. In one instance only was one of our paz attacked with 
fever during that period, and that happened after = 8 ope of ENO’S ‘FRUIT SALT’ had run out. When making long marches, under the powerful rays o vertical sun, or 
travelling oousts swampy districts, we have used EN UIT SALT’ two or ~* times a day. ENO’S ‘FRUIT SALT’ acts as “gem os aperient, keeps the blood cool and 
healthy, and wards off fever. We have pleasure in veiedindd testifying to the value of y; our preparation and our firm belief in its efficacy. @ pever go into the jungle without it, and 
have also recommended it to others.— Yours truly, Commander A. J. Lorrvs, his Siamese MMajesty s Hydrographer; E. C. Davivsox, Superintendent Siamese Government Telegrapha, 
Bangkok, Siam, 1883.—To J. C. Exo, Esq., London.” 
ENO’S “FRUIT SALT” contains the valuable saline constituents of ripe fruit, and is absolutely essential to the healthy action of the animal economy. To travellers, 
emigrants, sailors, or residents in tropical climates it isinvaluable. By its use the blood is kept pure, and fevers and epidemics prevented. 


IT OUGHT TO BE KEPT IN EVERY BEDROOM IN BEADINESS FOR ANY EMERGENCY. 
ONLY TRUTH CAN GIVE TRUE REPUTATION. ONLY REALITY CAN BE OF REAL PROFIT, 
THE SECRET OF SUCCESS—Sterling Honesty of Purpose. Without it, Life is a Sham. 


CAUTION.—Examine cach Bottle, and see that the Capsule is marked ENO’S “FRUIT SALT.” Without it, you have been imposed on by a 
worthless imitation. SOLD BY ALL CHEMISTS. 


Prepared _only at ENO’S “FRUIT SALT” WORKS, _LONDON, S.E., by J. C. ENO’S PATENT. 














OF ALL DEALERS. 


Martell’s 


aS al 


HOTTLED IN COGNAC. 


“COCA-TONIC 
CHAMPAGNE.” 


(Laurent-Perrier.) 
A combi by the Growers of high 
class Brat Cham with Coca Leaf 
Extract. A @Bonderful tonic for 
INFLUENZA 


it the wasiw exhausted 

wR atl and hardens 

braces the ious bystem. It is 

OF Macic Erricecy in relieving the 
agonising psrox of 


THE OFFICER’S HOME-COMING. on me Isnt 

speak too y of ite nerve- restoring 
ELDERLY GENTLEMAN: “By what miraculous means were you able to GBonow avovsrus sara. 

Continue to be supplied to resist all the changes of temperature at sea?” Pints, p On. 5 Rate plate, Obs A+. por dos. 

Her Majesty the Queen. NAVAL OrrFicer: “Oh! for that I have to thank Géraudel’s Pastilles, trom Nears dnt fone pak 

| BEWARE OF IMITATIONS OF BOTH RE! | of which I always carry a box, like this one, with me.” —— Lchéen, KG. 


AND BROWN LABELS. LIQUEUR OF THE 


ALL FAT PEOPLE Price per case, with directions for use, 1s. 144. Gite. CHARTREUSE. 


hich 
Should take TKILENS TABLETS (Kegd.). : 
e on iy fale © cure for Srowrxess, Send 2s. 64 | . aoe 


*. Fncbury Pavement, Londow | Can be ordered through any Chemist, or sent post free, on receipt of price, | siding Vigestiva and pr yap a 
o4.8 yw be 4 o | e 
from the Wholesale Dépét for Great Britain :— Nerchants turveghout the = sand ot 8 cope 


44a) YOUR . CHILORE; siderably lems WE crenssed Wn, doe CE 


DERI DGE S. FASSETT & JOHNSON, DINNEFORD'S MAGNESIA. 


ENT cooK 82, SNOW HILL, LONDON, E£.0, | =i Sect placa 
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HONOURS 


At all the Great Exhibitions | 
of the World. 


HIGHEST 


Diplomas, Gold Medals, 
| Special Certificates of Merit 
| ‘ 












SOAP MAKERS 
By Special Appointment 


HER MAJESTY 
The Queen. 


HIS ROYAL PIGHNESS THE 


| Prince » Wales. 
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